
Today I have the same problem as yesterday.

it seems it won’t be solved anytime soon.



 A few years ago I had a different 
     fear: living the way I live now.





I guess it’s not as horrible as I thought.

Sometimes I think i could even grow to like it, if it weren’t for this worry and 
             the memories.

Or, you can get used to anything.



Sometimes I think i could even grow to like it, if it weren’t for this worry and 
             the memories.

But it’s also true that these two sorrows balance me out, 
         Because if it weren’t for the flower,
          I’d collapse  
           into my memories 
        until I disappeared 
        completely.

With the fear, perhaps, 
      That no one would remember me.



Filled with bells, the air smells different.

    I can’t see her from here, but 
  I can sense her. I  know she hears my 
    chimes each morning.





The first time I saw her, I thought I imagined her.



I thought it was the water playing tricks 
        with the light, except there was no water.

no…

not a reflection.

a flower.




